DIVINE 5 
SONGS, HYMNS, 


POEMS. 


By DANIEL TURNER- Je 


Sit Parens Rerum mihi Carmen; illum 


Vox canat, Senſis petat, et remotis 
Luiſquis eff Fibris Vigor, et Sacratum 
Nomen konoret 


- Buchan: Pf: ciir x. 


In Engliſh thus. 


Be the great Patent of the Worlds my Song; 


Be his my panting Heart & tuneful Tongue; 
Let all Lite's inmoſt Pow rs with rapture glow 
The ſacred Honours of his Name to ſhow: 
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he 4 ould be — pixi jel and inf cad of — +: 
probation, meet with their Cenſure e This, 1 ſup- 
Poſe, is what induces many Authors to make ſuch 
aukward Fxcuſes, aa Hell c Apologies, as they 
often do. 

As for my Part, tho“ I confeſs I have a Raves 
rence jor the pul 2 Opinion, and fheuld be 
forry if theſe Intl C on hoe tres of mine, ſhould draw 
ron de the Contempt of any Perſon of peed Senſe 
ani Candour, who may happen to peruſe them; 
nt, on the other Haut, I muſt cn, 1nd a 
. Mind for fe vera Req ans (not neceſſary;20 be men- 
tioned ) to expoſe them in this Manner; and [was 
par tcntarly encourated in my Inclinution, Mibis 
F/onrht---That as] knew 1 /6/f very much telew 


| Fe Netice of Perſons of more rehm Genius, they 
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would naturally overlcok me, and I i cull le in no 
Danger of Cenſure from them --- Ana as for the 
Candid and Impartial of a lower Claſs, who yet, 
have a Relifh for the Pleaſures of Verſe, I had the 
Vanity tothink they might find ſomething here that 
mig hi be an acceptable Amuſement. If I am miſ- 
taken, I all nct only endeaveur to tear the Diſ- 
appointment with becoming Reſolution, but Hope I 
Gall alſo learntothink more juſtly of my ſelf kereaſter. 
It may be objetied, the Werld is full of Books 
l ;4 all Kinds, and particularly that the Scriblers in 
Poetry abound, and conſequently that there was no 
Need of my increaff ng the Number. I allow In- 
deed that wwe have too many Things in Verſe of a 
dangerous N Wicked Men of almoſt all 
Capacities, have lalour d with all ther Might, 
and employ'd all the Embelliſhments of Art and 
Fancy they were Maſiers of, to hide the Deforniity 
of Vice, and paint it amiable ; and thus, while 
ingenious Minds think to eaſe and divert them- 
ſelves, they are inſenſilly drawn into the Snares of 
the Devil, to the apparent Hazard of their deareſt 
and moſt important Intereſt. But as to Peary of 
the better Kind we bave much too little of it; and 
therefore, I can't but think that aow and "then, 
even a meaner Pen (and that without the Impu- 
tation of being untaſhionably Lealous) may be ” 
aulg d the Liberty of endeavouring at ſomething in 
Favour of Virtfle and Piety, whoſe Intereſts alſo 2 
in ſome Meaſure capable of being promcted by the 


HS divine Beauties of poetic Thoughts, and the charm- 


ing 
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ing Power of harmonious Numbers. And this 
is a Liberty that may be the more readily allow'd, 
becauſe thoſe of ſuperior Abilities, and thorough 
Capacity for this kind of Writing are very few 0 
them willing to appear on this Side of the Que 
tion. Beſides, it ſhould be remember'd in Fa- 
var of juch Writers as myſelf, That amongſ# 
the great Numbers that delight in reading Verie, 
and may poſſibly receive real Advantage by it, there 
are, comparatrvely, few that are capable of judging 
nicely of the Genus of their Author, and conſe- 
' quently, in no Danger of taking Offence as thoſe 
Blemiſves that would diſpleaſe a Critic. © 
I Hall only add, that I hope none of my Readers 
will do me the Injuſtice to imagine that I am ſo blind 
to Truth, and ſo ſtupidly Vain as to entertain the 
leaſt Thought of ſetting up for a Poet, or rivaling 
thoſe great Names that have oblig*d the World this © 
May; no---my Time and my Genius too forbid me 
to make Poetry any Thing more than an occa/jonal 
Amuſement ; and therefore the moſt that I do, is 
„ - 27 
4 to praiſe my Goa, or pleaſe my Friend. 
theſe few Compoſures ſhould anſwer thoſe Ends I 
Jhall not think my Labour hot 
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WE 


Serious and Devout 


ADDRESS 


To our Lox p and SAvIouxx 
JESUS CHRIST. 
By way of Dedication ofthe ſollowing Poems. 


Preſume, BLESSED REDEEMER, to 

lay theſe my Songs in the Puſt at thy 
Footſtool, and implors for them thy Patron- 
age; not only becauſe I am ſenſible ho- 


much I need that Indulgence and Protection 
which thou alone canſt give; bur alſo, be- 


cauſe I know thy Geodneſs and Condeſcen- 
ſion is ſuch, that thou wilt readily accept of 
the meaneſt Oblation, preſented with a ſin- 
cere and humble Heart and doubtleſs, thou 
haſt a juſter and higher Claim to this parti- 
cular Regard, than the greateſt or deareſt 

Name 


viii A ſerious and devout Addreſs | 
Name upon Earth; for if there be any thing 
excellent in them, it is derived from thyſelf; 
if they any where ſhine it is with the Luſtre 
of thy Grace; it they profit or pleaſe my 
Fellow Worms, it will be owing to thy - 
Bleſſing. 


T nov art God manifeſt in the Fleſh, and 
_theretore worthy of my continual and moſt 
devour Affections, and warmeſt Zeal: And 
my own Heart tells me I am under a thouſand . 
Obligations to take every Opportunity, every 
Occaſion of celebrating thy Excellencies: 
Nor need I fear incurring the Guilt of Flat- 
tery or Falſehood ſhould I give my felt the 
greateſt Liberty in my Encomiums; tor in 
thy Praiſes it is impoſſible to exceed, or ſay 
any thing too great or too high--- Thy Per- 


fections are Infinite, and ſurpaſs all the Pow- 


er of mortal Language to deſcribe, or human 
Thought to conceive.” The Tongues of An- 
gels, with all the ſtrongeſt Metaphors, and 
boldeſt Figures of celeſtial Eloquence, can- 
not declare the Wonders ot thy Name, or 
utter half its Glories. Thou art Almighty, 
thy powerful Word produc'd this vaſt Earth 
and hung it upon Nothing ; thy Hand ſpread 
% the 


* 
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To FESUS CHRIST, Aix 
che Heavens around it, and furniſh'd them 


with all their Magnificence; Suus and Stars 
are the Work ot thy Fingers; and all the 


numerous Orders ot living Beings in Air, and 
Earth, and Sea, are derived from thee, and 


depend upon thee; they are all ſupported by 


thy Omnipotence, govern'd by thy Wiſdom, 
and have all their Wants ſupply d Toms the 
Stores of thy Goodneſs. 


Tov art the Lord of Hoſts, alli this An 
mies ofthe upper and lower Worlds are thine, 
and ſtand and move at thy Command; and 
when it is thy Pleaſure to make Uſe ot them, 
thou canſt, by their means, carry thy Con- 
queſt through rhd boundleſs Univerſe: War- 
ring Angels, at thy Word, chaſtize guilty 
Nations, and cut off thy Foes by Thoutands ; 
even the meaneſt Infect, and the very Atoms 
of Duſt, arm'd with thy Pow er, can ſtrike 
Terror into the moſt harden'd Hearts; and 
once taught an Egypiian Monarch in all bis 


Pride to ] thy ſuperior Dominion Tho 
When Sin and Satan, and the Powers of Hell 


are to be ſubdued, and thy captive People | 


deliver'd from ds ſtrong Holds and heavy 


Chains of Guilt, Deſpair, and Death, chine 


Own 


„ I ſerious and devout Addreſs 

own Arm brings Salvation; and in thine own 
Perſon alone, do ſt thou put to flight the in- 
fernal Legions, ſpoil Principalities & Pow'rs, 
and in glorious Triumph lead captivity Cap- 
tive, and give full Redemption to thy Choſen. 
* Tnov art the King of Kings, the Sovereign 
of all the Conſciences of Men; to thee eve- 
ry Knee muſt bow, every Tongue conteſy 


and own thy Authority, either rejoic'd with 


the Bleſſings of thy unmerited Goodneſs, or 
awd with the Terrors of thy righteous Ven- 

geance. The Day, the great the awful Day 
is approaching, when, at thy majeſtic Voice, 
Earth and Heaven ſhall tremble, and at 
thy Preſence melt away; Obedient to thy 


Word, the Dead ſhall ariſe; and before thy 


Throne of univerſal Judgment, all Orders 
and Degrees of reaſonable Beings ſhall make 
their ſolemn Appearance, give the ſtricteſt 
Account of their Hearts and their Conduct 
to thee, hear their final Sentence from thy 
av ſul and unerring Lips, and from thy Hand 
receive everlaſting Bliſs or Woe.” 


Nox is thy Love and Grace leſs Wonder- 
il than oy, other Perſections; for, though 


poſ- 


Xx 
T, FESUS CHRIST xt 
_ poſſeſs'd of ineffable Delight in the Boſom of 
thy Father, thou waſt happy without us; yet 
thou didſt freely, and unask'd by us, under- 
take our deſperate Cauſe; and, to procure us 
Pardon, Holineſs, and eternal Life, didſt in 
the ſulneſs of Time, willingly take our Fleſh; 
dwell among Men, and ſuffer a Thouſand In- 
dignities and Affronts from them; encounter 
and overcome the moſt dreadful Temptations; 
{eel unutterable Agonies in thy ſpotleſs Soul, 
and the moſt intenſe Pains in thy ſacred Bo- 
dy and in the midf of all, pour out even thy 
Liſe an Offering for our Sins—-Nor! is chis all; 
tor now, though riſen and aſcended far above 
all the viſible Heavens, and poſſeſſed of all 
the high Dignities and immortal Glories of 
thy Father's right Hand, yet thou doſt not 
diſdain to look with pitying Eyes upon our 
Miſeries, receive our Petitions, and even thy 
ſelt intercede with the Father for us in all the 
powerful Language of thy infinitely pre- 


cCious Merit. 


CHAaRrM'D with theſe, & numberleſs other 
amiable Excellencies of thy Name, thou haft 
Thouſands, even on'this Earth, to love and 
adore thee ; who eſteem it their higheſt Ho- 
| — 


xit A ſerions and devout Adina, Ec. 


nour and Felicity to ſhare in thy F riendſhip ; 
and readily own, not only trom the Dic- 
rates of their warmer Affections, but alſo 
from thoſe ot their moſt conſiderate Thoꝰts, & 
cooleſt Reaſon, that the tweereſt Joy they 
can no feel is from the Light of thy Coun- 
renance, and the Hope that when their mor- 
tal Race is finiſhed, they ſhall be with thee, 
and ſee thee in that bleſſed World, where 
thou art maniteſted in thy brighteſt Luſtre, 
and filleft every Heart with Delight unſpeak- 

able and immortal. | 


AD now, Deareſt Saviour, graciouſly ac- 
cept theſe firſt and feeble Efforts of the Muſe 
to {peak thy Glories, and let thy abundant 
Bleſſing * them, and, through thy Grace 
aſſiſting, my Heart ſhall gratefully acknow- 
ledge the important Favour, glow with new 
and more divine ardency of Affection to thee, 
and dictate ſome ſweeter and more divine 
Song to thy Praiſe, Amen. 
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A Sing of Praiſe to God, 
L E T others tell of mortal Things, 


Ot Beauty's Pow*r and conq'ring Kings 
My Mule attempts a loftier Theme, : 


And Sings the great Eternal Name. 


II. 


High and Adventurous the Song, 

Too vaſt e' en for an Angel's Tongue, 
Nor dares the Muſe, but promis'd Grace, 
A and forgives the keghle Lale 


* * a 
. - 2 
— = 


Oy. 
In God all nerfelt fo mines, 
Vaſt are his Thoughts, feb his deſigns ; 
His Pow'r none but his Wiſdom knows, 
What e'er he pleaſes that he does. 


* 
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Sinks them again to riſe no more, 


2 Divine Soxcs, &c. 


s ; 8 
Above the Heav'ns he ſets his Throne, 


In Heights unrivaF'd and unknown; 


Ot vaſt Eternity poſſeſs'd, 
In his own Selt-ſufficience bleſt. 


V. 
Strong Beams of Glory round him play, 


His Face gives uncreated Day; 


Beneath thick Clouds of Darkneſs meet, 


And ſpread a Pavement tor his Feet. 


VI. 


Immortal Joys at his right Hand, 

In vaſt unmeaſur'd fulneſs ſtand; 

Upon his Ieſt red Vengeance glows, 

That burns the Worlds, and blaſts his Foes, 


VII. 


Before him countleſs Armies ſhine, 


Form'd by his Pow'r to work Divine; 


; Swift to obey his Word they fly, 


Or at his Feet adoring lie. 


VAT. 


He ſpeaks, and Worlds obedient riſe, 


Earths, Suns, and Stars, and circling Skies: 
A Word of his Almighty Pow'r, 


IN. 


} 
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O'er all his Works extends his Rule, 
O'er Worms and Kings, trom Pole to pole; 
He leads the Stars their tracklets Rounds, 
He gives the raging Waters Bounds. 


X. 
Theſe are a Portion of his Ways 
But ſuch his Name ! So vaſt his Praiſe ! 
The Muſe, ſings with £ trembling Tongue, 
And fainting links beneath the Song. 


W 78 7577777741 — 778773 777771778 — 
"A Song for Morning and Evening. 


I. 


W Ith thee, great God, the ſtores of Light, 
And — of Darkneſs lie; a 
Thou form'ſt the ſable Robe of Night, 


And ſpread'f it round the Sky. 


II. 


And when with welcome Slumbers preſt, 
We cloſe our weary Eyes, 
Thy Power unſeen ſecures our Reft, 


kad makes us Joyous rife, 
B 2 . 
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III. 


T hy Hand a radiant Veſture flings, 
Around the chearful Day; 

Soon from the beaureous Eaft the ſprings, 
: And Darkneſs flies away. 


IV. 


While we the 1 ing Tasks purſue, 
Thy Providence aſſigns, 

Or pond'ring o'er thy Works we view, 
on bright thy Godhead ſhines. 


V. 


Thus Day and Night our thankful Tongues, 
Shall ſing aloud thy Praiſe; 

- The Light ſhall hear our morning Songs, 
Darkneſs our ev'ning Lays. 


Det cr 
Chriſt cams to ſave Sinners. 1. Tim, i. 15. 


2 


O fave the Sinner doom'd to Hell, 
Jeſus deſcends on Earth to dwell; 

4 here mortal Fleſh like our's he wears, 
And in a Servant's form appears. 


hd © 
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II. 


The God that rear'd the lofty Skies, 
In a low Manger meekly lies, 
Attendant Angels in Amaze, 

Behold his Love, and ſing his Praiſe. 


III. 


Encompaſs'd round with Foes he lives, 


Oppreſs'd with various Woes he grieves; 


Yer Health and Lite his Hand beſtows, 
And trom his Lips Salvation flows. 


IV. 


Anon he dies! but dies to ſave, | 
And works Redemption in the Grave; 
Inſpires with Lite the breathleſs Clay, 
And hurls the Bars of Death away. 


V. | 
Then on ſwift Cherubs Wings he flies, 
Up through the Regions of the Skies 


Fills the unrival'd Throne of God, 
And rules the Nations with a Nod. 


VL. 


Dear Lord, let thy great Deeds inſpire 
Our Hearts with a celeſtial Fire; 
Angels well pleas'd to hear our Songs, 


3 


Shall join their Harps with mortal Tongues, 


B 3 | On 


6 Divine Soxss, &c. 
On the ResvartcrtioN. 


The dead 2 be raiſed and we fall be chamced, 
| 1. Cor. xv. 52. 


1 


He povꝰrſul Word thatrear'd the Skies, 
Calls thro' the World, 3c dead ariſe; 
The opening Graves that Word obey, 
And Death and Hell reſign their Prey. 


wt 


Sinners with Horror and Amaze, 

Feel Wrath divine upon them ſeize ; 

The Saints with joytul Looks appear, 
And Forms and Smiles celeſtial wear. 


5 
Grace in them now Triumphant reigns, 
Freed from Temptations, Sins, and Pains, 


As Angels pure, as Cherubs gay, 
Dreſt in immortal Light as they. 


IV. 


O could I ſay Feſus is mine, 

Hope thus to riſe and thus to ſhine ! 
Death would no horrid Aſpect have, 
Nor Darkneſs thea begloom the Grave. 


_ 
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V. 


In Hopes of that inne Day, 
That Pow 'r and Grace to change my Clay, 
Cheartul I'd lay me down to reft, 

In the cold Bed my Saviour bleſt. 


22 7523 73752 875 2755 570 8788877 
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J. 


Ternal God, reat Source of Pow'r, 
Parent of B iſs divine! 4 
Thy Promiſe tells me thou'rt my God, 
"Thy Grace hath made thee mine. 


II. 


When Sin and Hell againſt my Soul. 
In dreadtul Rage conſpire, 

And pour thick 'Tempeſts on my Head, 
And flaſh internal Fire ; 


III. 


Quick to the Shadow of thy Wings, 


My trembling Spirit flies, 
Securely ſhelter d there ſhe lives, 
And all the Storm defies. 


ES: _ 


0 Divixe Soxcs, &c. 
IV. 


There Faith with her ſtrong Eyes beholds, 

. Omniporence and Grace; 

Unchanging as thy Nature is, 
And laſting as thy Dayͤs. 


V. 


Under this Shadow let me live, 

And O! there let me die; 15 
Then Life ſhall paſs delightful o'er, 
And Death itſelf be joy. 


ECC 
Deſiring the laſt Change at the Reſurrection. 
- | 
OME Holy Ghoft whom Saints adore, 
Come in thy great Heart changing Pow'r 


Renew my Soul and make me bear, 
The Image of my Saviour there. 


II. 


Then in the Duſt Joyous I'd lay, 

This viler Duſt, my ſinful Clay, 

In hopes a better Form to bear, 
And radiant Light Celeſtial wear. 


III. 


DryixE Soros, ke 9 


; Tn 


In that great Day when Time no more, 
Shall roll his W heels--when Lord thy Pow'rz 
Ten "Thouſand Glories ſhall expreſs, 
Ten Thouſand thankful Tongues confeſs. 


| IV: 
When will the glorious Morn ariſe! 
Hafte deareſt Saviour from the Skies; 


That this dull Fleſh thy Grace may know, 
And with immortal Raptures glow ! 


| V. 77 
That I may join the Crouds above, 


And taſte and ſing redeeming Love, 
And like Angelic Flames obey, 
Lively and ſtrong and free as they. 


27 7874843465757 7574267 77 
The excellency of Chriſt. 
RE: 


N thee, dear Lord, united meer, 
1 Ten Thouſand Charms from Head to Feet 
Center'd in thee all Beauties are, 
Thou faireſt of ten Thouſand Fair ! 
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II. 


Thy Grace has ſuch enrapt'ring Power, 


That Angels love while they adore: 
O may I find within my Breaſt, 


That Grace in living Lines expreſs'd! 


III. 


Till at the mention of thy Name, 

= Soul glows with the deathleſs Flame 
Ot heav'nly Love---And thou to me, 
My Lite, my Joy, my Gtory be. 


G IV. 


Then full of thee I'd daily raiſe, 

On Mortal Notes ſome Song ot Praiſe 
Till paſt this dark this dull Abode, 
I rune the golden Harp of God. 


eee eee 


A Paraphraſe on a Part of the XC. Pfalm, 
by another Hand. 


J. 


Efore a Mountain rear'd it's Head, 

Or on it's Axis firſt was laid | 
This maſly Earth, a pond'rous Load | 
From endleſs Ages Lord thou waſt, 

And wilt to endleſs Ages laſt, | 

And be the ſame unchanging God. 4 


5 
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II. 


Great is thy Pow'r, and rich thy Grace, 
For thou haſt been our dwelling Place, 
E'er ſince our Nature firſt begun; 
E'er Heav'n's bright Orbs were taught to roll, 
And light the Worlds at either Pole, 
Or Time itſelf eſſay'd to run. 


III. 


How ſoon thy righteous Anger can, 
When e er it lights on ſinful Man. 
Waſte him away like morning Dew ! 


As ſoon thou can'ſt his Doom revoke, 


As ſoon recal the dearhful Stroke, 
Then he revives and lives anew, 


. 


A thouſand Vears, long as they ſeem 
To us, with thee have no Eſteem 
More than a fleeting Watch of Night, 


That after Midnight is begun, 


And finiſh'd e' er the riſing Sun 
Shoots the firſt Ray of dawning Light. 


G 
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OOO TO c 
2h A Funeral Hymn. 


| J. 
D Eath reigns, and all below the Skies, 


 Contels his pow 'rtul Sway, 
'The Rich the Mighty and the Wile, 
Pleas'd or unpleas'd obey. 


II. 


Eternal Worlds of Bliſs or Woe, 

_ * Wait on his Icey Hand; 
And ſtand unveil'd when e'er his Blow 
Fulfils the dread Command. 


III. 


A Blow may ſtrike us to the Grave, 
E'er the next ſetting Sun, ; 
And yet how tew the Fears we have, 
Left we ſhould be undone. 


VI. 


Faſt on t' immortal Things we go, 
Vet mortal Things purſue 

Regardleſs of the Worlds ot Woe, 
And Worlds of Pleaſure too. 


Drvixe Sox Gs, &c. _ 


* | | V. | 
0 
: Happy the Man who taught by Grace, 
To fix his Hope above ; 
Hates and forſakes the Sinner's Ways, 
And trufts redeeming Love. 


| SpSS000S500000 00606 
A Hymn for the Lord's Table, from Cant. i. 7. 
' I. 
6. OME gentle Shepherd, faireſt Form, 
In Earth or Heav'n above; 


Bound to my Soul by all the Names, 
And all the PowW'rs of Love. 


II. 


Come lead me to the happy Shades, 
Where thy lov'd Flocks recline, 

And where they feaſt on heav'nly Bread, 
And drink immortal Wine, 


III, 


Why ſhould I wander from thy fold, 
And in the Deſart ſtray ? 

No Comtorts chear my Soul like thine, , 
None taſte ſo ſweet as they. ; 


C 3 IV 
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© # 
Jeſus / *ris a moſt blisful Word, 
It fills my Heart with Joy ; 
To this Arch-Angels tune their Songs, 
For this their Harps employ. 
_ 


To him I here my Vows renew, 
To him myſelf reſign, 

Be Witneſs Angels, I am his, 
And he tor ever mine. 


b e dl 
The Inheritance of the Saints in Light. Col. i. 12. 


I. 


FAR beyond theſe dying Things, 
£4 4 Where Jeſus reigns, My Gabriel tings, 


A fair Inheritance there ligs ; 
More beauteous far than tre the Skies. 


II. 0 


There live the Heirs born from above, 

Perfect in all the Joys of Love; | 

Celeſtial Themes employ their Tongues, 
Pure are their Hearts, and ſyeet their Songs, 


III. 


Diving SoNn6s; &e. TF 


III. 


All in one great Salvation ſhare, 

One Father all, one Name they bear; 
In the ſame Robes of Beauty dreſt, 
Wich the ſame blisſul Viſion bleſt. 


3 7 


Feſus they ſee from his high Throne, 
Darting immortal Glory down; 
Night at approachleſs Diſtance flies, 
and Noon eternal glads their Eyes. 


V. 55 
Seraphs and Cherubs Strong and Bright, 
Aw'd with tht inſufferable Light, 


Far off their joy ful Homage pay, 
Adore and bleſs the God of Day. 


VI. 


Nor is there found one ſilent Tongue 


One Heart untun'd or Harp unſtrung ; 
But all in ceaſeleſs Muſick move, 
And tell of Feſus and his Love. 


VII. 


O how I long up there to flie, 
To ſee that Sight, and feel that Joy! 
For Earth in all her Glory ſeems, 
But a meer Toy in idle Dreams. 


C 4: The 
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| The Throne of Grace. 


I. 


(5 Race from a Throne divinely Bright, 
Diſpenſes Bleſſings rich and free; 
Mercy and Truth ſweetly unite, 
And call my fainting Soul on thee. 


: II. 
Here come and from the bounteous Hand, 
© Take Light and Lite, and Joy and Peace, 
__ ©*Tis the Redeemer's kind Command, 
And 'tis thy own immortal Bliſs. 


III. 8 
« Here ſinking Faith and fainting Hope 
& Are rais'd — here Death is overcome 
Here is the Pow'r that holds thee up, 
Here is the Guide that leads thee Home *? 


SESSESSOASUASIOSSS 
Walking with God. | 


I ſtoop 


A ND will the World's great Ruler 
A To vilit our abode? 
Make us who viler are than Duſt, 

Companions for a God? 


II. 


Divine SoNGs, &c 


II. 


Amazing Grace! O may my Soul, 
It's vital Influence prove! 
Turn from the dang*rous Ways of Sin, 
To Paths of heav'nly Love. 


III. 


Sweet Cherubs fill the ſhining Road, 
There walks my Jeſus too; 

To guard and chear me in the Way, 
And fate conduct me thro!- 


IV. 


On his dear hand all Day I'II lean; 

And take my nightly Reſt | 
Beneath the Sthadow of his Wings; 

In both ſecure and bleſt. | 
n 
Fen in Death's dark and dreary Wilds; 

With joyous ſteps I'Il move; 

Bleſt by the all enliv'ning Beams, 

Shed from the Throne above. 


G 


17 
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ONTO 


And you — hath he reconciled. Col. i. 21. 


. if 

F | HE Sinner while eſtrang'd in Mind 

| From heav*nly Things; ſenſual & blind, 
Proud and rebelious, does een dare, 


To wage with God deſtructive War. 


| II. 
But Jeſus ſhews his wounded Side, 
Tells how he lov'd, and how he dy'd, 


Unveils, adorn'd with glorious Grace, 
The Father's reconciled Face. 


III. | 
With melting Heart and wond'ring Eyes, 
M hat Love is this. The Sinner cries ; 


Then down his rebel Arms he throws, 
And tor his Pardon trembling ſues. 


IV. 


The Father lends a gracious Ear, 
And anſwers ſoon the humble Pray'r; 
Thy Sins are pardon d, Soul, he lays, 


Diſmiſs thy Fears and take the G race. 


— 


Sy , Ya. 7 © 


8 


Divine Soxes, &c. 19 
1 
He takes adores and fill'd with Love, 
Cleaves to his God, and looks above; 


Aſpires to high immortal Things, 
Deſpiſes Earth, and pities Kings. 


VI. 


Lord ſhew me too, that ſmiling Face, 
This rebel Heart, ſtruck with thy Grace, 
Shall kiſs thy Feet, thy Love adore, 

And wage the impious War no more. 


2282222 4.4222 
| The Vorce of the LORD. 


| Compos'd on a Storm of Thunder and Lightning, 
October the 239. 1746. g 


I 


Hus ſpeaks the God that bid the Worlds 

Wich all their Glories be; 

Whoſe Pow'r upholds the rolling Stars, 
And binds the raging Sea. \ 


II. : 


This is the Voice of him with whom 
Immortal Terrors dwell ; 

Whoſe Veng'ance with reſiſtleſs Pow'r, 
Burns thro? the deeps of Hell. 
7 9566 1 


20 Divine So Ns, &c. 


III. 


Tis the thick ness of his Feet, 
That now beglooms the Sky; 

He breaths theſe flames that round us thus, 
In baletul Lightnings flie. 


| „ 
E'er long this Voice in louder Peals, 
Shall fill the Worlds with Dread, 


Make Earth down to her Centre ſhake, 
And wake the lleeping Dead. 


| ; 
When Jeſus from his Father's Side, 
Array'd in dreadtul Flame, 


Shall come, and fiercer Lightnings ſpread, 
The Terrors of his Name. 


VI. 


When Earth and Skies enw rapt in Fire, 
Shall with dire Fury burn : 


And Hell herſelf new :-:; Horrors feel, 
And with new Anguiſh mourn. 


VII. 


Then ſhall the guilty Wretch that dares 
Deſpiſe a Saviour's blood, 
All trembling and defenceleſs meet, 


| The Vengeance of this God. 
VIIL 


DiviNE SoNGs, &c. 21 


VIII. 


But why, my Soul, art thou afraid, 
To ſee thy Lord thus ſhineꝰ 

That Pow'r that blaſts his rebel Foes, 
Shall make Salvation thine. 


OLA OETOENOENGETOE 
Praiſe to God for bis Providence and Grace. 


I. 


13 O Thee Almighty God FI Sing, 
To thee devote my choiceft Lays; 


Thy Word firſt gave me leave to be, 
Thy Hand ſuſtain d me all my Days. 


II. 


When firſt the Verge of being I 

In intant State, unthinking trod, 

Thy Arms encircling all around, 
Preſery*d me thro? the dang*rous Road. 


III. 


And when to youthful Follies prone, 
I went in ſinful Paths aftray ; | 


Thy Word recal'd my thoughtleſs Feet, 
And pointed out the heav'nly Way. 


IV. 


22 Divine Soxss, &c, 


IV. 

I heard thy Law for Vengeance cry, 
A thouſand Fears my Soul oppreſs'd, 

Peace, ſaid the all-atoning Blood, 

A thouſand Pleaſures fill'd my Breaſt. 


5. #5 
Of what ſhall I an Offering make, 
Of Indian Gems or golden Oar ? 


Of Myrrh or all the rich Perfumes, 
Brought from Arabia's ſpicey Shoar ? 


VI 


Shall ſweeteſt Incenſe thro? the Air, 
In ſable Circles gently fly? 

Shall Cattle from a thouſand Hills, 
Around thy Altars bleeding lie? 


VII. 


No---ſuch Oblations I reject, 
And theſe demand, the Father ſays, 
Thy Heart inflan'd with Jeſus' Love, 
Thy Tongue harmonious in his Praiſe. 
. 
They're thine my God. But what's my Heart, 
To all the Bleſſings of thy Love? 


What my beſt Praiſes here below, 
Or better Hearts and Songs above? 


The 


Drvixe SoNGs, &c. 23 


FFC 
The Frailty of Man, his Danger and * 
A funeral Hymn. 

I. 
N AN is but Graſs, his Glory fades, 
Y 3 And like a Flow'r he dies, 
This Day he -gaily lives, the nexr \ 
A Wither'd Carcaſs lies. 
i 


Dreadful Diſeaſes round him ſtand, 
His dying Fleth to tear ; 

While Sin and Guilt ſpread thro? his Soul, 
Sorrows more dreadtul far. 


III. 


Eternity before him rolls, 
A vaſt and awful Deep! 
While on it's high and frightful Brink, 


He dares ſecurely ſleep. 


4 


Eternity! amazing Thought 
None thy vaſt meaning knows; 

Immeaſurable Depths thy Joys, 
And ſuch thy Fiery Woes. 


24 Divine SONGS, &c. 


3 


Hear then, ye careleſs Sinners, hear! 
Death now fore warns you all; 
While others near you in thoſe Deeps, 

With dying ourcries tall. 


4 FL 3 7 
And ſee him too, on Time's ſwift W ings, 
With looks of Terror come, 


To give you next the dreadtul Blow, 
And fix your endleſs Doom. 


„ | | y 
But hark! the Saviour's gentle Voice I 
In gracious Accents founds ; RE Ir 


He calls you upward to the Skies, 
With Pray'rs, and Tears, and W ounds, 


. | : N 
See how invitingly he looks, 
And ſhews you all his Charms; 0 5 Ar 


Sweet Smiles of Pardon in his Face, 
And Heay*n within his Arms, 


. „ 
Believe him, and your Souls ſhall know. 33 
Thoſe Bleſſings of his Love; Sie 


The Sweets of pard'ning Grace below, 
And all that Heav'n aboye. 


* 
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2e e To T7 FOLoT0I0 FOLD I0 2020 M 
A Mernins Hymn, 
* 
13 O thee, my God, in thankful Song, 
My morning Thoughts ariſe; . 


Thy Goodneſs made my Slumbers ſweet, 
And chears my waking Eyes. 


II. 
With joyſul Heart I now behold 
The Sun's enlivening Beams: 
I might have wak'd in ſore Affright, 
Amidſt devouring Flames. 


III. 


Numbers this Night in Death have met 
Their long Eternal doom, 

And loſt the Joys of morning Light, 
I th' Horrors of a Tomb. 


IV. 


Many, e'en dear to thee, oppreſs d 
Wich Cares, and Fears, and Pain, 
Sleepleſs have wiſh'd returning Day, 


And Div ſreturn'd in vain: 


1 * 


26 DrviNE Soxes, &c. 
K 
Still on their reſtleſs Beds they lie, 
And ſtill their Woes . s 


While I, by thy kind Hand uprais'd, 
A thouſand Pleaſures teel. | 


VI 


To thee, my God, in thankful Song, 
My morning Thoughts ariſe ; 
Propitious in thy Son accept, 
The willing Sacrifice, 


SSSSSASSSSUHASGSUS 
An Evening Hymn, 
1 
T HY Goodneſs of the Day, my God, 
Demands an ev*ning Song; 


Mercy attended ev'ry Hour, 
And ſweet they roll'd along. 


II 


Satan and Sin watch'd all my Paths, 
My heedleſs Feet to ſnare; 
And I had been their eaſy Prey, 
Had not my God been there. 


5 N 8 
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III. 


Around a thouſand Arrows flew, 
Arm'd with Diſeaſe or Death, 

But thy almighty Care hath ſtill 

Preſerv'd my teeble Breath. 


IT 


My num'rous Wants were well ſupply'd, 

Wich what thy Hand beſtow d; 

My Table ſpread with Food, my Cup 
With Bleſſings overflow'd. 


8 


What Sins thine all-ſ urveying. Eye, 
In me this Day hath found, 

Above them far, ler thy rich Grace, 
And pard'ning Love abound, 

BL VL 

Then in thy e Arms, 
I'Il lay me down to reſt; 


Or in this World, or in the next, 
Awake divinely bleſt. 


BD 
* 
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| A Sons of Px arss 
On the Sappreſſion of the late horrid Rebellion, by 


= the glorious Vittory obtained by his Rovar 

Hicnngess THE Dok E or CuMBEeR- 
LAND, near Culloden Houſe, April the 
16th, 11746. Several Stanzas of which, were 

_ ſung October the gth, 1746 being the Day 
of general Thankſgiving. 


1 


ON G had our God with kindeſt Smiles, 

Deign'd to rejoice and bleſs our Iſles; 

We did as long ungrateful prove, N 
Affront his Laws and ſlight his Love. 


N. 


Diſpleas'd, he gives th' aſſenting Word, 
And Tyranny awakes her Sword; . 
Rebellion hears, and round her far, 
Calls all her bloody Sons to War. 


III. 4 b. 
Quickly they come, from bleak abodes, 
Oer craggy Wilds, thro' trackleſs Roads, 
Conquer a while, and boaſting cry, | 
Britain, we'll win thy Crown or die. 


1 _ 
_— * 
& 


n 7 > * 
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IV. 


"IJ Fo 


SY 


Drvine SoNes, &, © Lam: 
IV. 


Our Daughters Ig hear th* Alarms, 

Our Sons ſurpriz'd, flie ſome to Arms, 

Some pray'rful at the heav*nly Throne, 
Urge with ſtrong Cries Salvation down. 


* | 
Nor urge in Vain---Lo! from the Skies, 
Charg'd with the Bleſſing, Cabricl flies, 


To ſure Deſtruction dooms rhe Foe, 
And WiLL1Aam ſends to deal the Blow, 


VL 


WILLIAM! in Love to Britain givn, 
oy of our Hearts and Care ot Heav*n ; 
ILLIAM e'en ow the dread of Rome, 
The ſcourge ot Tyrants yet to come. 


: h VII. 
Before him flies on Wings of Fame, 
In Terror cloath'd his Warlike Name; 


Strong Fears the guilty Wretches ſeize, 
And back they hafte in wild Amaze. 


VIII. 

Till fill'd with Rage, Shame, and Deſpair, 
At laſt they tempt deciſive War:; 

The Hero comes their Squadrons all, 
Contounded flie, or flaughter'd fall. 


F3 | Drvine Soxes, &c, 


Rebellion with affrighted Eyes, 1.4 
Beholds the Scene !---deſpairs and dies z 
Dran raging, bites her Chain, 

While Peace and Plenty {mile again, 
Thus, Lord of Hoſts, thine awful Hand, 
Chaſtens and faves the fav'rite Land; | 


And thus to thee each loyal Tongue, 
Tunes in glad Notes the tribute Song, 
3 XI. . 

Accept the Praiſe, thy People own, 
— — Thyſelf the Britiſi Throne: 


Then GROR e ſhall live Nor Bourbon dare, 
With Britons wage inteftine War, 4 


e ce 
The firſt Part of the XVIII Ps arm. 
Literally tramſiated from the Latin of Buchanan. 
* TheWords in the Lalic Letter are Supplements. 


T Hee, gracious God, I'll. worſhip, thee PII love 
1 With Heart intire, Parent divine, my Strength, 
My only Might, Fortreſs, Protection, Hope, 
And in Diſtreſs extreme my Conſolation ; 
To me a Shield, Arms, and ſure Anchor, thou 
Of my Salvation thou 
The Boſom moſt ſerene of Harbour ſafe; For 


Dryr xx Sox6s, & B&H. 
For when my Lips I to thy Praiſe, 
and aſking 


Revereing thee Peace, the Arm 
Hoſtile ——— to me Salvation flies, | 
And her Attendant, Peace, on placid Wings. 
Black Death had now with baletul Ills roll'd round 
Me, and the Grave, me now beſet, reſtrain dd 
With torrent Waves; I now with Stygian Chain 
Faſt bound was held, and dragg'd by the ire Saen 
My Feet detaining — a 
Thus caught, ſuppliant and lowly, I akg 
God with my Voice, and to the Stars Icryd 
In doubtful Plight---He fitting on the Throne 
Of blazing Heav'n, heard me imploring Aid, - 
Soon as the Sound arriv'd on high, and turn'd 
His gracious Ear attentive to my Plaints. 
Forthwith the Earth at th' Preſence of the Lord, 
Aſtoniſh'd, trembles, and the Mountains from 
Their porous Bandage loos'd, reel to and fro, 
And dnun quite in their loweſt Caverns, groan... 
With breathful Blaſt forth from his Noſtrils ſtreams 
A fmoakey Torrent---flames forth from his Mouth 
By fiercely driven Whirlwind rapid, flow, © - © 
And kindle what they touch wit vivid Sparkles. 
Her lofty. Summics, Heav'n * commanded, bows 
Gently, that to Earth's Orb ſhe might ſend down 
Her Fond own ſhades of Darknef at his Feet 
Subfide---while borne on flying Carr (to which 
A flamey Wing) holding he Reins, he ſteers 


Upon the Winds ſwift Pinions- and himſelf 
Around enfolds, in + duſky Robe of Vapours, 

And ſpreads the pitchy Waves, in hollow Clouds, 
From his keen Eyes, ſharp Pointsof brandiſh'd Flame, 
Diſperſe the horrid Shades with bright Effulgence, 
And then a craſhing Storm of any _ 


Jaun, 7 Fuloe. 


Pours 
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Pours ä and vagant Flames ſpread round 

Their curling Rolls ——— 

hut as with ſacred Voice he Silence broke. | 
Forthwith all Heav'n reſounds with horrid Thunder; 

And Earth, beat with theHail's thick clatt'ring Storm, 

Rattles aloud, and from the ruptur'd Clouds 

Glitter the baleful Fires; and thro” the Void 

Immenſe enflaming Arrows ftly fly, 

And Lightnings dire redouble ;” ſhudder'd Earth 

Wide yawrling, open lays the hollow Beds 

Of formngi Waters, and her Jaws unbinds 

To flowing Fountains, and all fearful trembles, 

And reveals, her deepFoundations, and Cen 

Hell unbar | 

So the ſtrong Voice of Mouth eternal, ſo | 

The Breath of Wrath tremendous fiercely rages--- 


N. B. Here I have ue wor Readers with a 
Tranſlation, I think, 2 Literal, in the. 
an Caſe, Mood, Tenſe, Number, Ec. un- 
leſs in one or tuo Places. ==> Had F. taken the 
uſual Freedom of a Tran/lator, the Verſe might 

Have appear d to greater Advantage; or had I 
not confin'd myſelf to the Meaſures of Verſe, the 

Diction might have been more eaſy and natural; 
but ] hope, as it is, it will ſerve to nw what 

Affinity there is between the K. ile of the 

Latin, and that of the Engliſh ; and how poſ- 

lle it is to tr the beſt Latin Poets into 
aur Language, even lan, with tolerable 
r to the no ſmall Benefit f young 

Scholars, Fe 
. n 


Driving Soxcs, &e, 31 
ane 


An HY MN 


For January the nth, 1746-7. Being the Day 
appointed by Authority for a general Humilia- 


tion, faſting, and Prayer. 


* 
OO K, heav'nly Father, pitying down, 
= On Britain Proſtrate at thy Throne; 
Griev'd for her Sins, cover'd with Shame, 
And trembling at thy awtul Name. 


| 5 II. 
We ſee thy Juſt avenging Hand, 
Still litted o'er the 1 Land: 


Tyrants their curſed Schemes prepare, 
And thirſt tor Blood, and breathe out War, 


III. 


The * Beaſts that ſhould our Wants ſupply, 
Struck with thy Plagues, around us die; 
And while theſe harden'd Hearts we ſeel, 
We fear more dreadful Judgments ſtill. 


+ ® Mlluding to @ contagious Diftemper that bad then for 
Some. Time raged amongſt the great Horn d Cattle, and 
defiroy'd many Thouſands in a few Months, 


F 1 
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TY. 
But hear, indulgent God, the Cries 
That from rhe Duſt united riſe, : 
While Princes, Prieſts and People own. 
In humble Griet, the Crimes they' ve done. 


= 
Tho? guilty, ſtill thy Name we bear, 
With us thy Church, Word, Glory are; 
All theſe in ardent Pray'r we nes! | 
O kear and let thy Wrath be ſtay'd. 


VI. 


Of old, when guilty Ephraim mourn'd 
His Sins, and to thy Mercy turn'd ; 
Soon thy paternal Bowels mov'd, 
And he was own'd a Child belov'd. 


TL 


Are not thy Mercies ſtill the ſame? 
Canſt thou forget the Father's Name? 
Or ſhall thy Children now complain, 
They've ſought their God, & ſought in Vain? 


b VIII. 


Behold thy Son ſtill at thy Side, 

Pleading the Wonnds with which he dy'd, 
Pleading for Britain --- Hear his Pray'r, 
And yer the guilty Nation ſpare, 


IX, 


DrvI NE SoNes, &c. 4-74 


Try us, O try us yet once more, 
With Mercy's fott ſubduing Pow'r: 
Mercy, the ſtubborn'ſt Heart can move, 
And fire the coldeſt Breaſt with Love. 


R. 


Then ſhall Prince, Prieſt, and People join, 
In thankful Shouts, and Songs divine, 
Thy great thy glorious Name to praiſe, 
Fear thy juſt Wrath, and love thy Grace, 


N. B. Becauſe of the Length, the 6th and mth 


Stanzas were deſign d to be omitted in ſinging, 
as might alſo the 5th or 8th. 


OTE DIO Te To frer 
On the Nativity of CHRIST. 


| gs 
Lluftrious Morn! what Glory ſhone 
On thy reſplendent Wings, 


When FJeſus left his ſtarry Throne 
And ſtoop'd to mortal Things! 


* 
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n 
Angels as fair as thy own Light 
Shoot down th' Etherial Way, 
On radiant Pinions, ſwift of Flight, 
And hail the blisful Day. 
= =— 
Glory to God, they Joyous ſing, 
Through all the Heights of Heav'n ; 
Zidings 7 Love to Men we bring, 
And Peace on Earth is giv'n. 
Glory to God, let all our Tongues 
In tuneful Notes reply, 
While Jeſus' Love inſpires our Songs, 
And ſweetens ev'ry Joy. 
Juſtice for Vengeance dreadful burn'd 
Juſt o'er our guilty Heads, 


And we our ruin'd Souls had mourn'd 
In Hell's tremendous Shades: 


5 c VI. 
But Jeſus felt his Bowels move, 
And down to Earth he flies, 


On the ſwift Wings of heav'nly Love: 
Is born, and bleeds, and dies. 


VII. 


Drivixe Soxes, &. 


VII. 
Dies to atone his Father's Wrath, 
And then aſcends his Throne; 


Pleads his.own Blood, of countleſs Worthy 
And ſheds his . down. 


VIII. , 


May that dear Pledge of e au, 
25 I all our Hearts be found 

Then we ſhall live where Feſas is, 
Like him with Glory n 


abb bie enge ex 
From the CXXXIX. un, by another Hand. 
% L.. N 
( 1 Reat God, to whoſe Impartial View, 
| All Things ap Ware but Nothing New, 
Thine Eye has ſearc d me thro' and throf, 


II. 


Thou ſeeſt my Motion and my Reſt; "+ = - 
Know'ſtev'ry Tho't within my Breaſtt 
Eer Thoughts can be in Words expreſs'd. 


* 


* = * * C 4 
i 4 x 
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"VAR, Ine, e 
* 
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MB * 


' Thy pow'rful Hand, that built my Frame, 
An 


warm'd it with it's vital Flame, 
Is, to preſerve me {till the ſame. 
1 
Could ſtupid Infidelity, 


Prevent that Love I owe to thee, 


Where from thy Preſence could I flee 2 


| Vs | 
If up to Heav'n I take my Flight, 
Thy glorious Throne o'erwhelms my Sight 
With blazing Majeſty and Light. 
| VI. 


'Thro? horrid Shades of black Deſpair, 
It to Hell's Centre I repair, 
Array d in Terrors thou art there! 


VII. 


— 


Tf rifing with the morning Ray, 


T reach thoſe Realms beyond the Sea, 
Whoſe Barriers catch the falling Day ; 


VII. 


Fen there ſurpriz'd I meet thine Hand, 
Thy Vengeance waiting where I Land, 
To bind the Rebel on the Strand. 


IX. 


g 


Divine Sonss, &c, 


> ONT HO 
Or if, to ſhun impeaching Light, 
I ſeek the Shadows of the Night; | 
No Darkneſs hides me from thy Sight: 


The guilty Soul is ſoon betray'd, 
While thy keen Rays at once pervade, 
The moſt impenetrable Shade. 


XI 


Heav'n, Earth, and Hell, to thee are known, 
And Night and Day to thee are one 
Erernal, undeclining Noon. 


His tender Mercies are over all his Works, 


I. 


HE tender mercies of the Lord, 
Thro' all the Earth abound ; a 
And ev'ry Rank of Being there, 
Ils with thoſe Mercies crown'd. 


IL 


When the hot Dog-ſtar's fiery Beams, 
Withers the flow'ry Plains, 

By Night he gives the kindly Dews, 
By Day retreſhing Rains, 


ul. 
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Es - 


When hungry Lions for their Food 
Throꝰ the wide Deſarts roar, 
He hears, and timely ſends ſupplies, 

From his unbounded Store. 
rv. 
But Man, his faireſt Work below, 
For nobler Bliſs deſign'd, 


Is by his Word inſtructed where 
His Radiant Seat to find. 
5 

Tor burns avenging Juſtice there, 
By the Son's Blood aton'd; 


But in the lovelieſt Glories dreſt, 
Sweet Mercy ſits enthron'd. 


VI. 


There we may tell our Sorrows all, 
All that we feel or fear; 4 
While to the mournful Theme he lends 


A Father's gracious Ear. 
_ - 


He will the Widow's Wrongs redreſs, 
And hear the Orphan's cries, 

Accepc the Wretch that from the Duſt, 
For pard'ning Mercy fighs, 


vm. 
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| VIII. 
Let Earth then all her Tongues employ. 
His Goodneſs to declare ; 


And tell aloud to diſtant Worlds, 
How Rich her Bleſſings are. 


IX. 
Ve flow'ry Plains, your Odours breath 
An Incenſe to his Skies; 


While the full Lyon's grateful Shouts, 
From Lybian Deſarts riſe. 


E 
Ve Sons of Adam tune your Songs, 
In Notes of loftier Sound., 
While liſt' ning Angels from the Skies 
Spread the glad Echoes round, | 


41 
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Like mine, may ſull as ſoon decay; 


. 
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An EerTapu 


On Cardinal F---y Prime Miniſter of Fr-ce. 


The Latin by an unknown Hand. 


IC jacet, qui floruit ſine Fructu; 
Er detloruit fine Fletu. | 


Thus Engliſb d, Feb. 28 1142-3. 


Ruitleſs he flouriſh'd, and now lies 
A wither'd Sight, to tearleſs Eyes, 


EY An EritTapn So 
To the Memory of the Rev. Mr. R----d Comer, 


T* HE Man belov'd, of chearful Faith, 
Lies here, bound in the Chains of Death; 

Mute now the once inſtructive Tongue, 
On which with Pleaſure oft we hung; 
His active Soul exults in Day, 
Tho? Night enwraps his wither'd Clay; 
Which too, when Jeſus bids it riſe, | 
Shall burſt cheſe Chains, and climb the Skies. 


© An EprTaPn 
In Memory of Mrs. E. h P--tt, who died of a 
violent Diſorder in the 16th Near of her Age. 
Tay haſty Youth, and view my Tomb, 


Nor vainly boaſt of Years to come; 
Your Bodies builr of teeble Clay, 


Young X 


FT 
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Young once as you, I thought to ſee 
Lite's ſoys in long Fururity ; 

Bur e' er I ſixteen Years had known, 
Death came and tore the Fabric down. 


An ErrTaen 


To the Memory of Mr. T5 C. -t, 4 pjotis 
Youth, who dy'd of the Small Pox. | 


Once with Youth and Vigour bleſt, 
1 Ten Thouſand pleaſing Hopes potleſs'd ; 
But Death's enyenom'd Arrow flies, 
And ev'ry Hope declines and dies, 
But the immortal theſe ſurvive, 
Inſpir'd by Grace, and taught to live 
On Chri/ the Lite, whoſe quickning Pow'r, 
Shall raiſe this duſt to die no more. 


An EPITAPH 
20 the Memory of Mp. W-=--h. | 


(* Exſe weeping Friends, this laviſh Sorrow ſave, 
Nor bury thus your” Comforts.in my Grave ; 

Could ought that you can do improve my Joy, 

'T would be, that Things divine your Cares employ : 

Grant then this deareit Pledge of all your Love, 

And tread the Paths that lead;me w above, 

There Love divine in ev'ry Boſom glows, 

And Bliſs in Chryſtal Streams for ever flows. 


An 
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An EprlTAPR 


To the Memory of Mrs. C. r, who dd in an 
advanced Age, after a tedious Ilincſs. 
Long beneath the Load of Life had lain, 
Worn out with Age, and ling'ring Days of Pain, 
Feer th' impriſon'd Soul could quit it's Clay, 
And change this dark abode for endleſs Day : 


But gentle Death, the kindeſt Friend below, 
Broke down the Walls at laſt and let the Pris'ner go. 
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